I24                         GUSTAV MAHLER
Marcella Sembrich invited us to a Christmas party. Caruso
was there and others of their circle at the opera. We liked them
all, even though intercourse with them was rather superficial.
Caruso had genius even as a human being. They all had an
instinctive perception of Mahler's importance and treated him
with the greatest respect in private life as well as on the stage.
Sembrich's Christinas tree caught fire and we were within an ace
of being burnt to death.
New Year's Eve came and the long expected party in Bitter's'
studio; but Mahler had to go alone as I was not feeling well. A
terrific blizzard blew up during the evening-, and I was so anxious
that in spite of a high temperature I could not leave the window.
Far and wide there was no one to be seen^ not a vehicle^ not a cat
or a dog. Only at intervals a solitary man lurched across the
square^ holding on desperately to the bushes of Central Parka or
edging his way along the face of the buildings.
Mahler arrived at last at two o'clock, utterly exhausted. He
had left Bitter just after twelve. He,got on to an omnibus at the
ferry-boat landing-stage. Everybody in it was drunk and he was
so nauseated that he got out and with much difficulty found a
hansom. A few minutes later it was blown over and he had to
creep from under it. While he was paying the fare his pince-nez
were blown into a snowdrift. He was blind and the cabby
tlpsya but between them5 in the howling gale., they fished the pince-
nez out of the snow. He was now two streets away and after
ckwiBg his way along for half an hour was blown into the entrance
of the hotel.
People in Europe have no Idea of the force of these blizzards.
It is almost impossible to make any headway against them and no
one who can avoid It goes out of doors.